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or the most important of committees if the clock commanded him to stop, and so wholly was his mind under his control that on one occasion when I was so ill that death seemed imminent, in spite of his deep love and agony of anxiety, he surprised the nurses and wounded my sister by steadily reading Ivanhoe.
During this holiday Mr. Barnett wrote long and descrip-tive letters, some of which tell of conditions of Continental travelling very different from what now prevails, but those portions are given which show his character when stirred to its depths. Something also can be gathered of what the obedience to his plans cost us both, for my troubles and perplexities were increased by his absence.                         L
ZURICH, June 28th, 1872.—I feel like a man who has taken a very deep plunge to avoid breaking his resolution to bathe. I have travelled for thirty hours so as to give myself no chance of ti.iTnj.Tig back, we have pushed on and on and I am now here dog-tired, too tired to do anything but think of you and write to you. As I came through the country and everything seemed to remind me of you and connect itself with you, my thoughts went back to the time when you were travelling through France and everything seemed to remind you of me. My spirit was persecuting you and wearing you down, your spirit followed me to bless and cheer me.
Switzerland is very charming. God's work is so grand and man's work is so modest. The mountains tower up one above another, the houses hide away and seem to blush under the large roofs. This is as it ought to be, is it not ? Men must work, and their work must be seen, but it should be like a Swiss chalet, modest and hiding, while God's work, the kingdom of right, must stand out grandly like a Swiss mountain. But we must come here together some day, when you have taught me to see things more, when my fuller, my new life is older. Once I saw all scenery with a kind of despair, now with a Jimd of hope, because its hidden beauties are linked with you "and you are mine.
ZURICH, June 29^, 1872.—Three days are gone of the dark three weeks. I hope that while God gives us bodies, we shall not be often so separated. Thought and letter-writing do something to bring you to me, but now they cannot supply the face and the voice. Then the joy of Wednesday was so new, the fruit of a hope so long held hopeless that now it almost seems a dream and I am ready to start back to make sure of it.
I think I am learning here the good of a past, for in the hours of rest I find myself living again Tuesday morning (June 25th),